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Robert is a cashier at a rural T/ll. He is bored working a late shift to cover for another employee. He hears 


the door open and sees Clark walking in, looking for something. Clark walks up to Robert and begins to speak 
"Hey, man. Sucks that you gotta work so late." 


Robert sighs and looks at the clock. Its 10:30pm. "Yeah, | know," Robert replies. 


"| just wanted to talk about something" Clark continues to speak, "You're my friend, right?" 
Robert nods. 

"Well, | was wondering if you could kill someone for me" 

"What?" 

"| don't want to get my hands dirty, if you know what | mean’ 

"You want me to kill someone for you?" 

"Yeah, just bump them off. They're a real prick The world will be better off without ‘em’ 
"Who are we talking about?" 

"Robert, | can't tell you. It's confidential information" 


"If | kill someone, l'm going to jail." 


Robert sighs and stares at the clock. He's been there for an hour. He wants to go home. "I don't think | can do 
that." 


"C'mon, Robert! You know how to handle yourself! This will be easy. | wouldn't ask if it wasn't really important." 
Like what, your girlfriend break up with you or something?" 

"No, man. Life or death." 

"That's pretty dramatic. How do | know this isn't a setup?" 


"We went to middle school together. We were in a band, remember? We jammed together in Mike's garage a 


few times." 
"The Mike who died? Wasn't he your.” 


"Yeah, he was. That's part of why | need this done, | guess | want him avenged.. You know | wouldn't ask if it 


wasn't serious." 


"| can't do time, man." 


"You won't have to. C'mon, | trust you, Robert” 
"I'm not a killer, Clark" 


"You wouldn't be killing anyone, they'd be killing themselves. They'd just, ah, fall off a building mysteriously. That 
kind of thing." 


Seriously, man." 


"Fine, | get it. You're not a killer. But | know you, and you have to have some skeletons in your closet. Anything 


you want, no matter the cost?" 
Robert thinks for a moment. 

"| know who you want, Rob. I've always kinda known, in the back of my head" 
Robert is silent. Clark just smiles as his eyes gesture to himself 


Rob steps from behind the counter to stack shelves. He's got to do something productive instead of whatever 


this is. "You're crazy, Clark" 
"You don't mean that." 
Robert doesn't reply. He tries to pretend Clark isn't there. 


"That hurt me, Rob. | know we've been growing close over the last few months. You can trust me, you know 


you can, Just do me this one favor and I'll forget about this little crush you have on me." 

"Leave me alone." 

Clark puts his hands in the air and sighs. "Aiight, but if you change your mind.. Let me know, ‘C:" Clark hands 
Robert a piece of paper with some more information in it. Rob slips it into his pocket. He walks to the back of 


the store to clock out and check his messages. There's a few from another friend. 


Rocky: rob, its rocky! 


Rocky: we should meet up to talk about things. message me back. 
He scrolls through his contacts and goes to Rocky's name to send a text. Calls are too confrontational. 
Robert: hey man, sorry about earlier 


He thinks for a moment before continuing. 


Robert: I'm in a bit of a weird spot rn, I'll explain when we meet up 


Rocky: kk! 


He's glad that Rocky's cool with it. Robert texts him when and where to meet up. The text goes through. That 


was easy, now he just has to wait. 


It's late now that his shifts over. He sits at the mentioned spot mindlessly scrolling social media as he waits 
for his friend to show up. It's a poorly lit park. Humid night air makes his long hair stick to his face, and the 
night sky turns any space not lit by lamp posts into a dark, pale blue. A car slows to a stop next to him. He 
gets in the passenger seat. Rocky looks at him from the driver's side. His eyes seem different. He seems 


different. 


Rocky starts to drive to nowhere in particular to get his mind off things. "So, its been awhile. Whatve you 


been up to?" 
"Nothing much, work and school mostly.” 


Rocky nods in reply. He looks out the window and seems to zone out a bit. "Yeah, I've just been messing around 


with some of my music and.. I'm moving in a week." 

"Oh yeah, where to?" 

"California I'm going to be touring the west coast and hopefully some of the southwest." 
"That's really cool." 

"Yeah, it'll be nice to get out of this place. It hasn't been the same since.. Well, you know." 
"Yeah, it hasn't" 


They sit in silence for a while. The silence is deafening. After an eternity of this awkward quietness, Robert 
says something to break the tension. "Since Mike died, right?" 


Rocky hums knowingly. "Mmm." 
"Do you know what he died of?" 
"| don’t, I've got my suspicions. But I'd rather not say." 


Robert nods. He can respect that. "Have you noticed anything weird about Clark lately? He came into the store 


Today and said some really weird stuff, man 


Rocky shakes his head. "Not really, but then | don't really pay attention to him. | mean, he's a nice guy and all, 
but we just don't have anything in common. Why you ask?" 


Robert shrugs. "He low key asked me to ‘accidentally’ kill someone. 

"Wait, what? Who?" 

"| dunno, some guy that may have hurt Mike. Clark wanted me kill in exchange for... sex with him? | don't know" 
"Did you say yes?" 

"| didn't say much of anything” 

'Hmm.. You should probably go tell the police” 


"Yeah, I'm not really looking to get involved with the law. | just wanted to let you know. Sorry for wasting your 
time." 


"Its OK, Rob." 


Robert thinks a bit about how good of a friend Rocky is. He watches him drive. He looks all safe and warm, 


with a good.. immediate future. The opposite of me, he realizes. 
"Its OK." 

"Hmm?" 

| said it's OK. | can help you." 

"What?" 

| can help you." 

"Are you serious?" 

"Yeah, man" 


Robert suddenly remembers the note Clark gave him earlier. He unravels it and it reads, 


Rob, 
Meet back up with me and I'll make it short and clear. Alone. 


You know what l'm talking about. 
We're doing this for us. For Mike. 


Robert stuffs the note into his pocket and looks at Rocky. ".Maybe it's better | go alone. Thanks." 
Rocky raises an eyebrow at that: 


Rob sees it through the rear view mirror. "Just drop me off at Clark's.. I'm gonna sort this shit out with him. 


Maybe | can chill him out, yeah?" 
"Whatever you say, Rob." Rocky replies, suspicious. 


Eventually, The car slows down to a crawl. Rocky cuts the engine and Rob gets out of the car. He leans to say 
his parting words to Rocky. 


"Thanks for the ride, man" 

"No problem, Rob." 

The car starts up again as Rob watches it disappear into the night. He pulls out his phone to check the time. 
[2:20 AM. Rob puts his phone back in his pocket and makes his way up Clark's driveway. The walk feels longer 
than it really is. By the time he reaches the house, Rob is breathing heavily. He walks up to the front door and 
rings the doorbell. He hears someone shuffling their way to the door from inside, and eventually Clark undoes 
the locks and sticks his head out of the door. 

"Jesus Christ. You know what time it is-- Oh. Rob. Its you." 

"Yeah, l'm sorry. Can | come in?" 

"Didn't think you'd ever say that" 

Clark sighs and moves out of the doorway to let Rob inside. Rob walks in and looks around. The house is bigger 
and much better furnished than he thought. There are three staircases leading up to a second floor, with a 
large chandelier hanging from the ceiling. 


"| gotta say, this is way bigger than | thought it would be." 


"Good furniture goes a long way, bro. My mom's real into home decor these days. She visits on the weekends, 
yeah? Would've been nice if you met her." Clark is proud of this. 


"Uh huh." 


"You here for drugs?" 


"No, Clark! I'm here because of the note you gave me!" 
"Oh, right." 


He leans back and takes a seat in the nearest armchair. He makes a ‘bring it on' motion with his hands. Next to 


him is a fresh case of nice beer, and you both get one to drink. He cracks his open and takes a swig. 


"Rob... You know about Mike. He's gone. Maybe would've made it longer if it weren't for that damn bandanna." 


Clark seems to be hiding real pain under that humor. 

"Please don't rub it in" 

"Sorry. Just, uh... tell me about the note, yeah?" 

'It was pretty vague. Just said to meet you here to talk about Mike. You want to tell me what that means?" 
"Well. It's a bit more complicated" 

"Try me 

"Rob... What if.. it was my fault? 

"What?" 

Clark lets the air hang silent. He seems to be struggling with his words. "I think Mike's dead because of me." 
"You think what-- Why? What happened?" 


Clark stifles a sob by drinking more alcohol. Rob doesn't say anything; he lets him take his time. "We.. had a 
fight.." He chokes out. "| was mad at him." 


"For what? | mean, Mike was an idiot, but you were tight. You guys always helped each other out 
"Yeah... Yeah, we did" 

"You had a fight about what? I's not your fault if he did something stupid’ 

"He didn't do anything stupid! He was smart! And cunning! And-- so good! And Im not! tm just. Argh! 


Rob puts his hands on Clark's shoulders to try to calm him down, but he shrugs them off. He stands up and 


paces in a small circle a couple times before stopping. 


I'm sorry. l'm just.. l'm scared, Rob." 

Robert watches Clark. 

‘| miss him." 

Clark stays facing nothing in particular. He's suddenly a bit glassy eyed, empty-- as if he's weighing something 
heavier than he's ever had before. He reaches for a locked box hidden behind some books on the shelf. After 
undoing it, Clark takes out the contents and turns to face Rob. It's a gun. A gun that he hands to Rob. 
"What's this?" 

"A gift. Take it" 

"Are you.. giving me your gun?" 

"You said you wanted to help. This is how you can help me, Rob." 

"Are you saying..2" 


Clark stands watching Robert with the same coldness as before. He has a slight tilt to his stance, like there's 
not enough in him to stay upright. 


Its my fault Mikey died. | was mad at him. It's been eating me up inside ever since. | can't get it out of my 


head. | need to fix this. And you can help me." 

Rob slowly stands up. He doesn't look at the gun-- just at Clark. His friend, his old bandmate, his brother. He 
extends towards Clark, and touches the side of his face with the empty hand. At first Clark reels to the 
touch, but eventually rests into it. His face is wet and hot. 

Rob gives Clark a whisper. "You know how | feel, right?" 

"How you feel about what?" 

"How | feel about you. Don't act like you don't know. We've been through too much to not say it now." 

A pause. 


They didn't need to say anything more. 


They embrace. Its more of a desperate hold that doesn't want to let go. Clark tries to say something, but 
can't find the words. Eventually he says something else. "I want you to do it." 


Clark leads Rob's equipped hand to the side of his own head, with the tip of the pistol pressed above his ear. 
He keeps his hand there so Rob won't move it. There's something morbidly intimate about the situation. 


An eternity passes. 

Two of them. 

He knows Clark won't move again until it's over. 
Rob closes his eyes, and pulls the trigger. 


Click. 


Rob breathes in, opens his eyes, and finds Clark still there. Still alive. Still staring at him. His eyes are wet with 
tears, but not a single one falls. They just stand like that for a long time, looking into each other. Then, they 
embrace again. Clark is trembling. Rob can feel it, and it makes him shudder too. 

‘lm sorry." 

"Its OK." 


"No. It's not" 


Clark feels weak and falls into Rob, who holds him up. He whispers in his ear, but loud enough for Rob to hear. 


"| just need you to help me one last time." 

Rob squeezes him closer in his arms. He's still breathing, but just barely. His voice is hardly audible now. 
"Tell me how you think Mike would feel.. about how stupid | am." 

Rob looks into Clark's eyes and nods. "He'd be pissed at you." 

A small smile creeps onto his face. 

He closes his eyes. 

He sobs. 


And they sit there. 


